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doubting souls that he is a downright Douglas, not in the matter of courage, concerning which we have no means of judging, but in the matter of insolence, of which he has just given us abundant proof. Let us withdraw, little one," continued the Queen, leaning upon Mary Seaton's arm, "for our good hostess may feel called upon, for courtesy's sake, to bear us company longer, whereas we know that she is impatiently awaited elsewhere."
TVith these words, Mary retired to her bed-room, while the old lady, utterly overwhelmed by the flood of satire the Queen had poured out upon her, withdrew, muttering:
" Yes, yes, he is a Douglas, and I trust that with God's help we will prove it."
The Queen's strength did not abandon her so long as it was sustained by her enemy's presence; but the moment she was left with no other witness of her weakness than Mary Seaton she threw herself into a chair and fell to weeping bitterly. In very truth she had received a cruel blow: until that day no man had ever come near her without doing homage to the majesty of her royal rank, or to her beauty of feature. And lo! the very man upon whom she had instinctively founded hopes of deliverance, without knowing why, insulted her twice over, both as queen and as woman.
She kept her room until evening. At the dinner-hour Lady Lochleven mounted to the Queen's apartments, arrayed in her robe of honor, and followed by four servants bearing the different dishes of which the prisoner's arepast was to consist. They were followed by the old steward of the castle, with his gold chain of office around his neck and his ivory cane in his hand, as on ceremonious occasions. The servants placed the dishes on the